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A lost thing could I never find.

Nor a broken thing mend:
And I fear I shall be all alone

When I get towards the end.
Who will there be to comfort me

Or who will be my friend?

I will gather and carefully make my friends
Of the men of the Sussex Weald,

They watch the stars from silent folds,
They stiffly plough the field.

By them and the God of the South Country
My poor soul shall be heal'd.

If I ever become a rich man,

Or if ever I grow to be old,
I will build a house with deep thatch

To shelter me from the cold,
And there shall the Sussex songs be sung

And the story of Sussex told.

I will hold my house in the high wood

Within a walk of the sea,
And the men that were boys when I was a boy

Shall sit and drink with me.

A Ballade to Queen Elizabeth
of the Spanish Armada
AUSTIN DOBSON
KING PHILIP had vaunted his claims;
He had sworn for a year he would sack us;
With an army of heathenish names
He was coining to fagot and stack us;